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which grows just above the hollow, where, some-
what sheltered from winter winds and snows, lies
the village of Kharzan, a tiny citadel girt round
with mud walls. Only half the stage was done,
but we stopped at the caravanserai to breathe our
horses after the long pull.
The gateway of a caravanserai is lined within on
either side by a narrow platform, on which you
can sit enjoying rest and shelter, smoking your
kalyan and drinking your cup of tea. At
Kharzan a wood-fire was burning merrily upon
the bricks of one of these platforms ; various
Persians who were cooking and warming them-
selves over it made room for us when they saw
us approaching and gave us steaming glasses of
tea, which we drank gratefully. There was a
good deal of coming and going through the arch-
way : laden donkeys and men wrapped in coats
of sheepskin over their blue cotton garments
appeared suddenly out of the mist and disappeared
as suddenly into it; the crackling sticks sent
bright jets of firelight flickering over wild faces
and the rough coats of men and animals.
Leaving Kharzan, we turned down the pass
between mountain sides bare now after the
summer's scorching, but where in the spring we
had seen masses of scarlet tulips in full bloom.
The lower slopes in spring and autumn are
covered with the black tent roofs and yellow reed
walls of nomads driving their flocks from lowland
pastures up to mountain-tops when the snow melts,